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LUCY LEE KNOWS 


“Oh! I know, I know a lovely gift,” was the happy thought which 
Lucy Lee was keeping in her mind, one morning, long before her 
mother’s birthday. She thought it so much that soon she was saying 
it: “I know, I know a lovely gift.” The thought kept her happy. 

Now, Lucy Lee had neither a present nor pennies to buy a present. 
She wished to give her mother something very pretty. Big Sister had 
laughingly said, “It costs dollars to buy presents for grown-ups.” 
However, Lucy Lee was determined to have a birthday present for 
her mother—a gift that would cost dollars and that would look just 
as if it were made only for her mother. This was the reason why 
ry Lee was so persistently holding the thought about the lovely 
gift. 

She put on her bonnet and ran into the back woods, to sit down 
by the big willow tree near the brook. It was a good place to be 
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very still, and let something very big, inside of her, think beautiful 
thoughts. 

The willow tree and the brook were two of Lucy Lee’s best 
friends. They always had time to listen to what she thought and said. 
They never laughed back or took her lightly. Sometimes the wind 
bowed the willow, so that it nodded as if to say, “Yes, yes, that is 
right.”” Often the brook would stop gurgling a moment, then rush on, 
leaving behind a whisper, “‘S-sss-so! S-sss-so!”” 

This morning, Lucy Lee said, “Willow tree, and brook, it will 
soon be my mother’s birthday. I wish to give her a lovely gift. It 
must cost dollars and be just as pretty as my mother. I must know 
a lovely gift.” 

“Yes, yes,” nodded the willow. 

“To know this gift, I must find a way to make dollars. Two will 
be enough, I think. Then I must choose a present which Mother 
would like most of all. I must know a lovely gift.” 

“*S-sss-so!’’ whispered the brook. 

Then Lucy Lee skipped back through the woods to her “pretend 
corner.” Here she sat down to pretend. “Today I'll pretend that 
I have two dollars for Mother’s pretty present. I'll say over and over 
and over, ‘I know, I know, I know a lovely gift.’ ” 

After lunch, Lucy Lee was wanting very much to earn the nec- 
essary two dollars. To herself, she said, “‘I’ll just say over and over, 
‘I know, I know, I know a lovely gift.’ That will help me to find 
something to do, I am sure.” un 

So the little girl kept saying, “I know, I know, I know a lovely 
gift,” the entire afternoon. She repeated it so often that she began 
to feel very sure of the desired present. Though she found nothing 
to do that afternoon, she held to her happy thought. In the evening, 
she whispered to herself, “‘I’ll say it over and over, all evening. I'll 
find some way to earn two dollars, I’m sure. I know, I know, I know 
a lovely gift.” 

The next morning, Lucy Lee awoke suddenly. She heard her 
father talking in the kitchen. He said, “I'll give ten cents for every 
hundred of those tiny weeds just starting in my onion beds. They 
will have to be picked by hand. There are hundreds of them.” 

“Ten times ten hundred weeds would be one dollar,” rapidly 
thought Lucy Lee, “‘and two times that would be two dollars. Oh! 
I know, I know, I know a lovely gift.” 

At breakfast, Lucy Lee said, “Father, let me pick the weeds 
from the onion beds. I am sure I can pick almost every one.” 

“Why, Lucy Lee,” said her father, “it would take you two hours 


“The willow tree and the brook were two of Lucy Lee’s best friends.” 
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every day this week; but you may try. I'll give ten cents for every 
hundred.” 

“Thank you, Father. I am going to begin as soon as breakfast 
is over.” 

Immediately after the morning meal, Lucy Lee went to work in 
the onion beds. She picked and picked and picked at the tiny weeds. 
All the time, she was thinking over and over, “I know, I know, I know 
a lovely gift.” Often she grew tired and wanted to stop, but then she 
would think of her mother, and say aloud, “I know, I know, I know 
a lovely gift.” 

On Friday evening, Lucy Lee called her father to the onion beds 
to show him her work. The onions were thoroughly weeded. Lying 
in bunches of one hundred, were the tiny weeds which the little girl 
had picked. There were just twenty bunches in all. 

“Well, well,” said her father, “you are a fine girl. Let 
me see: twenty bunches at ten cents a bunch would be two dollars. 
I owe you two dollars, don’t I>”” He handed Lucy Lee two bright 
silver dollars. 

“Thank you, Father,”’ replied Lucy Lee. Te herself she whis- 
pered, “I know, I know, I know a lovely gift. It’s coming true.” 

Monday was her mother’s birthday. Lucy Lee planned to buy 
the gift Saturday, and wrap it Sunday. Then Monday she would 
give the lovely gift to her mother. 

““Now I must choose what to give Mother,” she thought. “‘T’ll 
go into my ‘pretend corner’ and sit real still and make believe I know. 
A lovely gift will be something very pretty that Mother wants.” 
Lucy Lee sat very still, thinking, “I know, I know, I know a lovely 
gift for my mother.” 

The next day was Saturday. Lucy Lee was allowed to drive to 
town with her father. During the drive, she kept thinking over and 
over, “I know, I know, I know a lovely gift.” 

“That will help me choose the right present, I am sure,” she 
whispered to herself. 

In town, Lucy Lee walked up and down the streets, noticing 
everything in the store windows. She was looking for her lovely gift, 
and thinking her gift thought all the time. Some of the prettiest things 
cost more dollars than Lucy Lee had. At one window she stopped. 
Before her was something so pretty and soft and blue. It was a silk 
scarf. It looked as if it were made for Lucy Lee’s mother. 

“Oh! I know, I know a lovely gift come true,” Lucy Lee said 
half aloud, just as if she were saying thanks. 

The two dollars were gladly given for the scarf. Lucy Lee 
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was very happy. It seemed a long time to have to wait until Monday. 

Sunday, Lucy Lee took out the scarf. She carefully wrapped 
it in tissue paper and put it in a pretty box. On her mother’s birthday 
she placed it on the breakfast table near her mother’s plate. 

“Oh! what a lovely gift!” said her mother, as she unwrapped 
the present. “It is from my little girl. I thank you so much! It is 
just what I wanted. How could you give Mother so lovely a gift?” 

“Oh! that was easy. I just kept thinking a lovely thought. 
It was, ‘I know, I know, I know a lovely gift.’ ”’ 

Then Lucy Lee told how much she had said this while picking 
weeds from the onions, and while on the way to town; and how it had 
helped her to choose the right present; and how, at sight of the scarf, 
she said, * ‘I know, I know, I know a lovely gift,” just as if she were 
praying, because she was so thankful. 

at a nice way to do things,” said her big sister. ““Just 
thinking and thinking and thinking them, until you can work them out 
to be true, as Lucy Lee has.” 

“We'll all have to try Lucy Lee’s way, after this,” smiled Lucy 
Lee’s father. 

““Yes, indeed; it is the only way,” answered Lucy Lee’s mother, 
as she smiled and patted her pretty blue scarf. 


THE DANCER 
0: 
On her mushroom floor, she dances there, 
While above her head the lilies swing. 
For her orchestra, a beetle brave; 
You can almost hear the music ring. 


And the mother hears those tiny notes; 
Where she in the open doorway stands. 

She thinks of her daughter, dancing there, 
“What graceful feet, and what pretty hands!” 
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GOD'S GIFT OF THE SEEDS 

And God said, Let the earth put forth grass, herbs yielding seed, and 
fruit-trees bearing fruit after their kind, wherein is the seed thereof, upon the 
earth: and it was so. 

The Bible tells us that the first plants which gréw upon the earth, 
sprang up in obedience to the word of God. They came right up out 
of the ground and in the course of time, produced seeds. Since then, 
plants have grown from seeds which have fallen into the ground, and 
from the roots of the plants. According to God’s law of expression, 
each seed produces after its kind. 

Seeds have several ways of falling into the ground. Some seeds 
are carried by the birds, and some by the wind, and they fall into the 
ground far away from the parent plant. Some people plant seeds which 
grew thousands of miles away from their gardens. 

The rocks and soil which make the earth’s crust, make what we 
call the mineral kingdom. Now we are studying the next higher forms 
of life, and we say these belong to the vegetable kingdom. 

When we watch a lily plant with its lovely blossoms, it is hard to 
realize that it has unfolded from a brown bulb. Here is a picture 
showing how a lily bulb grows and produces the blossoms which are 
so delightful to us. 

In the lily bulb is stored up food for the plant when it resumes 
growing. ‘The crocus lays up food in the same way, and so does the 
dahlia, the potato, and the onion. The cactus plant belongs to this 
plant family, and grows in the same way. 

Mother plants know just what to do to take proper care of their 
seed babies. The mother plant knows that in the springtime her babies 
will be very hungry, and that they will need a great deal of ‘food, so 
all through the summer, she is busy, storing up food for them. 
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All flower mothers tuck their seed babies away safely until 
waking up time. Many times there are such a lot of them, that in order 
to have plenty of room to grow, they must go on a journey, so for this 
purpose the Creator has provided them with tiny silvery sails, with 
which they float away, away, over fields, over plains, until at last they 
settle down in exactly the spot where he intends they should. 

Some of the seeds which have these little sails are the milkweed, 
the thistle, the goldenrod, the maple flowers, and the dandelion. 

Billie Brighteyes put some beans into warm water. The outside 
skin soon became loose, so he took it off, and opened the two thick 
leaves. Then he saw the tiny baby plant for himself. After this, he 
pe understand what happened to the beans that he planted in his 
garden. 

Billy ran to his mother to ask her about the baby bean. She said: 


“Yes, is it not a aad thing? Yet hidden within it is the perfect 
future plant. 


“How the lily bulb grows.” 


“*The beans that you planted in your garden, remained quiet and 
still until the sunbeams found their way down there and touched the 
life force; then the raindrops followed, calling: “Time to get up, 
Baby Bean, come! There’s a work for you to do.” When the baby 
plant heard this voice, it woke right up, hungry as hungry could be. It 
found plenty of food, which the mother plant had stored up, the 
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summer before. And the hungry little thing ate and ate and ate, and 
before it knew what had happened, it had tiny roots all ready to start 
down into the ground, and beautiful little shiny leaves ready to reach 
up into the light.” 

“Yes, Mother, but what makes it grow bigger >?” 

“All plants and animals are made up of tiny cells, or bags. These 
you can plainly see for yourself in the orange. In trees and plants the 
juice has little grains in it. The substance in the grains is called proto- 
plasm. The baby bean plant is filled with little cells, and as it drinks 
in the seed food, these cells get so full that they divide, making two 
cells of each one and forming a little wall between. In this way, the 
little plant grows larger and larger until it uses up all the seed food, 
and then it must work for itself as a separate plant, multiplying its 
leaves and branches, budding, blossoming, and storing up food, just as 
its mother did.” 

You have all heard of Luther Burbank, who lives in Santa 
Rosa, Calif., and who has done wonderful things in making plants do 
just what he wants them to do. Burbank has spent half of his life living 
with plants and studying their ways. By faith, patience, and hard 
work, and by working with nature, he has developed a perfect life germ 
in the potato, and the best potato that ever grew, was produced in his 
garden. This kind of potato is called the Burbank potato. Great 
quantities of Burbank potatoes have been sold to people in other coun- 
tries, and have brought to the United States many millions of dollars. 

We know that every seed will produce after its kind, and every 
thought seed will produce after its kind. Just as a sweet pea seed and 
other seed must be planted deep, watered well, and given sunshine, so 
must our thought seed sink deep into our minds, be watered well by our 
thinking it over and over, and be given sunshine by our believing and 
knowing that God’s love infolds us now and always. 


A BOY'S BEST RULE 


Be true; there’s nothing half so grand 
As character of truth; 
Let never trace of. falsehood stain 
The glory of your youth. 
Let every thought you harbor be 
As clear and pure as day, 
Sincerity of purpose gleam 
In every word you say. 
—L. M. Montgomery. 
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A TRIP THROUGH UNITY BUILDINGS 
“Hooray! Hooray!” cries Paul, running into the house to get his 
cap. 

“Why, Paul! What has happened? Where are you going?” 
asks his mother. 

“*Peter Pan has promised to take all of the Wee Wisdom readers 
to visit Unity, so that we can see how Wee Wisdom is made. He 
asked us to meet him at the corner of Tenth and Tracy, at ten o'clock, 
so I must hurry.” 

While our group is gathering, we have an opportunity to look 
over the outside of the Unity buildings. Unity Inn stands on the 
corner of Ninth and Tracy. Unity Annex is next to the inn, on Ninth 
street. The Unity auditorium building where the meetings and Sunday 
school are held, is halfway between Ninth and Tenth, on Tracy. The 
administration building is the biggest of them all. It is built in the 
— of a huge letter L, each of the two sections being one half a block 
ong. 

Here comes Foster, who lives in Kansas City, Kansas. Now our 
party is complete. 

As we enter the lobby of the administration building, Mr. Colby 
welcomes us. He has been waiting for us, to take us through the build- 
ing. Passing with him through the front office to the elevator, we are 
taken to the fourth floor. We must be very quiet on this floor because 
the Silent Unity department is located here, and the work requires 
the members of this department to keep very still. 

Going through the room containing the Silent Unity card files, we 
come to Miss Shanklin’s office. Mr. Colby raps on the door, and we 
are greeted by the little lady who writes many stories and poems for 
Wee Wisdom. She is very busy, editing and preparing material for 
the next number of Wee Wisdom, but she stops her work, and is very 
glad to talk with us for a few moments. 
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In another editorial room we find other workers getting Booster 
letters ready for the printers. 

Going down one flight of stairs to the third floor, we come to 
another closed door. In answer to our rap-rap-rap, a big voice says, 
““Come in,” and we walk right into Rick’s studio. My! what a place. 
Our eyes fairly bulge at his pictures, books, paintings, and art materials. 
In the middle of the room, Rick is seated at his drawing desk, with a 
pen in his hand. 

“When this drawing is finished,” he tells us, “‘it will be sent to 
the engravers, and a cut will be made of it. The cut will then be used 
to print a picture in Wee Wisdom.” 

“T wish that I were an artist, too,” says George. Perhaps all of 
us wish the same thing. 

We follow Mr. Colby back through the other departments to 
another little room. No one answers our knock, so we open the door 
and goin. Mr. Colby explains that this is Harold’s studio, where the 
Unity photographs are made. We see an array of cameras, electrical 
printing machines, a stereopticon lantern, and many other things that 
we do not know the use of. Lying on the desk are some rough sketches 
of a bird house, and fastened to the window sill is a little bird feeding 
box, such as was described in the February handicraft department. 

“O-ho!”’ says Fred, “now we see where our handicraft models 
are worked out.” 

On the second floor, we visit the card files, where a record is kept 
of all of the subscriptions to Wee Wisdom, as well as to Unity Maga- 
zine and Weekly Unity. 

At the ringing of an electric bell over our heads, all of the workers 
stand at their desks for a moment of silent prayer. They realize that 
they can carry on their duties much better, if they stop their work for 
a few moments to ask God for guidance. 

In the stencil room, we see the workers stamping the names and 
addresses of subscribers on little pieces of metal, called stencils. In 
another room, Howard shows us how these stencils run through the 
addressograph machine. This machine addresses the wrappers that 
Wee Wisdom is mailed in, and cuts them to the desired length, at the 
rate of one hundred twenty a minute. 

Mr. Colby shows us Lowell’s and Royal’s private office, but we 
are told that they are in the conference room, so we cannot meet them at 
present. We go downstairs to the first floor, where the printing and 
binding departments are located. 

Alex is the first person whom we meet in the composition room, 
and he shows us how the type is set on the linotype machine. Then he 
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“As we enter the lobby of the administration building, Mr. Colby welcomes us.” 
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shows us how the forms are made up, ready for the big presses. After 
the type is all set, it is arranged, with the illustrations, in the big form, 
and is taken to the pressroom. 

We can hardly hear each other talk in the pressroom, with the 
eight big presses all running at once. One press is printing Unity. 
Magazine; one is printing the cover for the May Wee Wisdom, while 
the small job presses are printing different kinds of cards and slips, used 
to carry on the Unity work. 

In the folder room, we find several folding machines, folding the 
different magazines and booklets. 

In the bindery, we see a long, queer-looking machine called the 
saddle-stitcher. A number of workers are putting the several sections 
of Wee Wisdom on the long chain as it comes past them. When 
the assembled sections of Wee Wisdom reach the last worker, she puts 
the cover on, and the machine automatically stitches the magazine to- 
gether. After trimming, the Wee Wisdoms are ready to be wrapped 
for mailing. 

Seated at a long table are about twelve workers who are wrapping 
the magazines, ready to be sent to Wee Wisdom readers. At the end 
of the day, the mail sacks are loaded on a big truck, and taken to the 
post office. -And now we know how Wee Wisdom is made. 

“Oh! Peter Pan,” says Fred. “I remember reading Booster 
letters from Earnest Baltzell who works at Unity. Can’t we see him?” 

Here comes Earnest now, with his arms full of Wee Wisdoms 
to leave at the information desk. Earnest is glad to meet us, and tells 
us about the various kinds of work that he does when he is not in school. 
Not only does he help in the bindery, but he often works at the tele- 
phone switchboard which connects all of the telephones in the Unity 
buildings. ‘Ted is on duty at the switchboard now, and she and Earnest 
show us how the board is operated. 

One of the lights on the board flashes several times, and some one 
asks if the Boosters have reached the information desk yet. It is Royal, 
and in a moment we hear his voice behind us, saying, “Hello, there! 
all of you Boosters!’” We find him to be a big, jolly fellow, just as 
we had imagined him to be from his Booster letters. With a mys- 
terious twinkle in his eyes, Royal bids us come with him. 

Entering the big dining room of Unity Inn, we think we have 
reached fairyland. A surprise dinner has been planned for us, and 
there are at least a dozen of sweet-faced persons helping us to select 
what we want from the many good things. 

While we are eating, Royal tells us how Unity Inn came to be 
built: “Many people,” he explains, “have discovered that their minds 
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are clearer, and their bodies healthier, if they do not eat meat. Vege- 
tables and fruits are really our natural foods, and besides, none of us 
desires to take the lives of animals, do we?” ‘ 

“Let’s give three cheers for Royal and Mr. Colby, and all of 
the others, for showing us such a Royal good time,” says Arthur. 

It is a happy sound that greets Lowell, as he approaches the inn, 
but Lowell knows that Boosters are always happy. 


REWERION 


Chapter [I 
PATIENCE FINDS HER KEY 

When Faith reached the meadow where she had been playing, 
she found that her two friends had left for their homes, so she gathered 
up her daisies, and picking up her doll from under a tree, she returned 
to her own home. 

The next day, after school, Faith met her friends as usual in the 
meadow, and told them all about the wonderful garden and the old 
man who took care of it. 

They listened. Prudence did not think much of it, but Patience 
said she was going to hunt until she found the key to the gate which she 
had seen yesterday. Thus saying, Patience began to hunt, Faith help- 
ing her. Prudence said that she was tired of playing and was going 
home, so they said good-by to her, and continued their search. After 
hunting for some time, Patience gave a little cry, “Oh!” 

““What is it?’ asked Faith, running to her. 

“T have found the key,” said Patience. 

me see it,” said Faith. 

“Why, it is quite different from mine; it is made in the shape of 
a little green snake with its tail in its mouth, but it is not at all ugly.” 

“T am sure it is the key,” said Patience, “for snakes mean wisdom, 
my teacher at school told me, and green is life, and the circle is un- 
ending life. Why, it is quite wonderful. But now let’s see if it fits; 
then we shall know if it is the key or not.” 
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So the two children ran to the gate, and Patience slipped her ring 
into a little groove which she found there. The gate swung open and 
she stepped inside, but Faith ran around to her own gate. 

Now, when Patience entered the garden, the first thing that met 
her eyes was a tall tree covered with snowballs. As she looked at 
them, they seemed to wave and beckon to her to come nearer, so she 
walked towards the tree, and then she noticed that all the pretty fluffy 
balls seemed to be singing a little song together. She kept very still to 
listen, as she stood and looked up into the tree. Three large ones 
seemed to lead, while the others joined, as in a chorus, and this is what 
Patience heard: 

First snowball: “I am one of your holy thoughts.” 

Second snowball: “Yes; one of your holy, holy thoughts.” 

Third snowball: “One of your holy, heavenly thoughts.” 

All snowballs: “Holy, happy, heavenly thoughts.” 

“T do not quite know what you mean,” said Patience. 

“Well, listen, and you shall hear a little story,” said the first 
snowball. 

“Once upon a time, there lived a little girl whose name was Alice, 
we will say. This little Alice was left all alone in the house one eve- 
ning, and it was very lonely for the little girl, for Mother and Father 
were both out, and there was only the cat to play with. Soon the little 
girl began to think of being afraid, for she felt all alone. But while 
thinking about how lonely she was, all at once another thought came 
to her mind, and she remembered that she could not be alone. Then 
she said to herself, “Why, God is here—the great Spirit of Good— 
and all his angels are watching over me,’ and so she grew happy in 
this thought. The light of the lamp seemed brighter, and the kitty be- 
gan to sing in her lap. Then Alice went to the piano, carrying kitty 
with her, and played a little melody. The time was short after that, 
for it seemed but a little while before her mother and father came in.” 

“Why, that little Alice was just like me,” said Patience. 

“That little Alice was you, Patience,” said the big white snow- 
ball, “‘and after that we bloomed out in beauty on this tree. You 
helped our blossoming, and here we are heavenly thoughts, to cheer 
every one who looks upon our whiteness. Now walk on, a little 
a, for we see a daisy growing in the grass; she also has something 
to tell.” 

“‘How do you do, pretty Daisy >” said Patience, as she stopped 
before the flower. ‘““What have you to say to me?” 

“Many things, little one,” answered the daisy. “Look into my 
heart.” 


“**How do you do, pretty daisy >’ said Patience.” 
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““How can asked Patience. 

“Try!” said the daisy. 

“T see,” said Patience, kneeling in the long grass, “your heart is 
of gold, the color of the sun—that means warm and full of love, I 
suppose.” 

i. “You are right,” answered the daisy, “but what else do you 
d>” 

“Oh! your heart is made up of many tiny flowers.” 

“Ah! now you know,” said the daisy, “and every one means a 
single thought; for though I am small, I am made up of many, many 
beautiful thoughts and deeds. When you speak a kind word, when 
you gladly sing Baby to sleep, when you wipe Mother’s dishes, when 
you put away your toys neatly, then you plant me, and | bring happi- 
ness to all that look upon my face, for I breathe forth love and joy.” 

“What a wonderful little flower you are!” 

“Yes, little Patience, I am the blossom of the seed which you 
planted.” 

Patience thanked the daisy for the lesson, and on rising from her 
knees, looked up to see an old white-haired man standing beside her. 

“Oh! are you the gardener >” 

“Yes, my child, you may call me the gardener, and I, too, have 
a word for you. Keep the little key safe; wear it about your neck, 


that you may be wise and always ready to help others to find the way 
to their gate, as Faith has helped you.’ 
So saying, the old man led Patience to her gate and there said: 
“Farewell! Go forth and give happiness.” 


(To be continued.) 
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When in my airplane I step off, to 
Fly, fly, fly, 


I go up, up above the earth, so 
High, high, high. 


But though I rise and rise and rise, oh! 
Far, far, far, 
I never rise sol can catch a 


Star, star, star. 


And then I start off anywhere I 
Choose, choose, choose, 
Just watching that the earth I never 


Lose, lose, lose. 
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I look down on the rivers, where they 


Run, run, run; 
On chimney smoke that hovers in the 


Sun, sun, sun. 


And if I send my eyes asearching 
Hard, hard, hard, 


I see you down there, playing in the 


Yard, yard, yard. 


Perhaps I fly with mighty eagles, 
Swift, swift, swift, 


Or with a warm breeze of the summer, 


Drift, drift, drift. 


I fly with rain clouds, where the lightnings 
Flash, flash, flash, 


And raindrops, round and large as marbles, 


Splash, splash, splash. 
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Sometimes I never even think to 


| Stop, stop, stop, 


Until I bump against a mountain's 


Top, top, top. 


While there, I watch the playful bighorns 
Jump, jump, jump, 

As down the crags they go, head foremost, 
Thump! thump! thump! 


— 
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I chase the sun across the ocean, 
Wet, wet, wet, 

To help him choose a pleasant place, to 
Set, set, set. 


But that’s a thing I never have quite 
Done, done, done, 
For in the choice, the sun has always 


Won, won, won. 


I stop to watch the whale and porpoise 
Play, play, play, 

And see the ships steam slowly on their 
Way, way, way. 


It may be that I turn my plane, and 
Go, go, go, 

To where the seal and walrus live in 
Snow, snow, snow. 


ES > 


I hitch my plane fast to the icy | 

Pole, Pole, Pole, 

And help the Eskimos a snow ball, 
Roll, roll, roll. 


Then! when the sunbeams on my pillow 


Stream, stream, stream, 
I wake, to find my happy trip a 


Dream, dream. dream. 
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But while it lasts, 1 know it must be 
True, true, true, 
Although its marvels but in Sleepland 


Grew, grew, grew. 


And, if these scenes it would please you to 


See, see, see, 
Some night I'll call, and let you fly with 
Me, me, me. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary ( 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you wrote it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you copy 
anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one 
time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you 
a cap. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. Are there any Wees in Park 
Ridge? Here is a poem which I wrote: 
Let us start our New Year right, 
And forget all our frights; 
Let us try to be bright; 
And always make light. 
—Mary Pizzera, Park Ridge, N. J. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Recently a group of us went on a hike. When we 
were some miles from the city, we decided to make a fire. We lighted match 
after match, and each went out, until finally, only one match was left. By this 
time, we were almost frozen and our hands were stiff from the cold. Our leader 
reads Wee Wisdom, and she and the boys had faith that God would make this 
last match burn, and it did.—Joseph Adelman, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom friends—I wonder if you all enjoy Wee Wisdom as 
much as I do? You surely do, judging from the wonderful letters you write. 
I love Wee Wisdom very much; it is a wonderful magazine. I told my cousin 
about it, and she is going to subscribe.—Harriette Harrington, Santa Cruz, Calif. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy you very much, especially the sewing page 
pe the puzzles. I always try to solve the puzzles.—Betty Randolph, Colusa, 
alif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like the Magic Pillows and “Dorothy’s Christmas 
the best, so far. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if we could have Christmas gifts like 
Dorothy had, if we should need them as Dorothy did! My brothers and I have 
saved up quite a bit in our Wee Wisdom bank, and we are going to save more 
to send to you.—Carla Boxell, Anaheim, Calif. 

Dear Wees—lI like the story of “‘Dorothy’s Christmas,” and all the other 
stories, too. I was nine on March 9, 1921. Have I a twin?—Ruth Somer- 
ville, Norwich, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. Your stories are nice. I 
like the Magic Pillows, ‘“‘Peter Pan,”’ Young Students, and the Booster Club 
the best, but all the rest are just splendid.—Kathryn Alt, Alhambra, Calif. 

Dear Friends—I have been reading the letters from the Boosters, and | 
enjoy them very much. I am also very much interested in the Puzzle Page.— 
Claribel V. Green, Lewiston, Idaho. 

Dear Roval—Wee Wisdom has helped me in my school work and every- 
day life. Instead of looking for faults in people, I seek the good. I enjoy Wee 
Wisdom’s monthly visits—Doris Lutes, Fort Scott, Kans. 

My dearest Wee Wisdom—How pleased I am when Wee Wisdom comes; 
I leave all my other books and read it. The November issue had a very nice 
story called, ““What Words Can Do.” It taught me never.to be bad or wicked 
to animals. I hope to do a lot of good to every one.—ZJris M. Irwin, North 
Vancouver, Can. 

Dear Wees—I like all the Wee Wisdom stories. I am trying to get some 
of my friends to take the magazine.—Juanita Huffman, Hannibal, Mo. 

Dear Royal—I like Wee Wisdom very much. My sister and two brothers 
like it, too. My new baby brother’s name is Eden Royal; we named him 
Royal, after you.—/James Axe, 2d, Grace City, N. D. 

Dear Wees—I was very glad to get my Wee Wisdom, this morning. I 
like the story, ““Dorothy’s Christmas,”’ very much.— Martha Blunt, Denver, Colo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have a dog who has five pretty puppies. You 
cured her when she had distemper. I can never thank you enough.—May 
Douglas, New Orleans, La. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been saving my pennies for a month, so that 
I might send you a love gift. Here is the dollar I have saved. I enjoy the Bible 
Lessons, ““Peter Pan,” the poems, the pillow verses, and Blanche’s Corner, very 
much. I give thanks for all of the good things jn Wee Wisdom.—Consuelo R. 
Nash, Loma Portal, Calif. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy all of the magazine very much, but 
I like the Booster letters the best. About two months ago, I had diphtheria, 
but I knew that I was God’s perfect child, and that I couldn’t be sick, and the 
doctor was surprised at how quickly I recovered. Have I a twin? I was ten 
on August 31.—Betty Whiley, Lancaster, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like the Young Authors, the Bible Lessons, and 
the poems best. I was twelve on November 28. Have I a twin? Are there 
any Boosters in Denver?—J/rene Schmidt, Denver, Colo. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I had an attack of pneumonia, but I prayed and 


now I am well. I love you very much, and I could not do without you.— 
Carolyn Loomis, Salem, Ore. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—Our Unity Sunday school has organized a Booster 
club, which we have decided to call the Smile Club. Our object is to invest a 
smile a day, and our colors are blue and gold, which signify happiness and 
radiance.—T rue Boardman, Los Angeles, Calif. : 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I like “‘Peter Pan’’ the best. 
I would like to know some Chicago Wees. I am going to pray for those who 
want help.—WNellie Hughes, Chicago, IIl. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I thank you for the help you have been to me with 
my lessons. Arithmetic does truly seem to do itself now, and I have had good 
marks in all my lessons, so far this term. Thank God and you, very much. I 
inclose a love offering, and please use it in Silent Unity.—Frances E. Dodgson, 
Seattle, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Through God’s and your help, I am progressing 
wonderfully in my studies, and my health is much better. The other night, when 
Mother and I got home from town, Mother missed her pocketbook. I said, 
“IT am sure it will be found, for God knows where it is, and he will bring it to 
light.” I had a feeling that it was not lost. The next morning, when I went to 
school, a boy said, ““My brother found a pocketbook, last night.’’ I said, ‘““My 
mother lost one,” and described it. Sure enough, it was the one his brother had 
found. We are all very thankful.—Beatrice Stonehouse, Toledo, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very, very much. I like ‘“‘Dorothy’s s 
Christmas” and Blanche’s Corner.—Beatrice Epps, Red Bank, N. J. f 

Dear Wees—I wish Wee Wisdom would come every week. I like the : 
Magic Pillows, Puzzle Page, and the letters, best—Pauline A. Remington, 
Brattleboro, Vt. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy the Magic Pillows and the sewing lessons 
best of all. I did not get good grades last year, but this year I prayed, and my 
lowest grade was B.—Frances Tibbles, Jamestown, Ohio. 

Dear Wees—I am sending a little song that Mamma and I like very much. 
I thought some other Wees might like it too. 

Father, we thank thee for the night, 
And for the pleasant morning light. 
For rest and food and loving care, 


And all that makes this world so fair. 


Help us to do the things we should, 
To be to others, kind and good. 
In all we do at work or play, 
To grow more loving every day. 
—Dixie West, Compton, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad to have you visit me, and I wish you came 
more often. I like “Peter Pan’’ and the Bible Lessons the best.—Essie Lockett, 
Ga. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Best of all, I liked ““The Promise Girl’’ and “The 
Little Gray House at the End of the Lane.” A few nights ago, my ear ached 
badly. After I went to bed, I kept saying, ‘“‘God is my health; I can’t be sick,” 
and in a little while my ear almost stopped hurting. I went to sleep, and the 
next morning I was well. Mother said, ‘““Whom do you thank for healing your 
ear?” I said, “I thank God.” Wee Wisdom teaches me lots about God, 
and I like to get it—Beth Edwards, Deer Park, Wash. 
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Dear Wees—I receive Wee Wisdom, which is full of good things, from a 
kind friend. I like the letters, poems, and the Magic Pillows.—Lois V. 
Whistler, Fulton, IIl. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like “‘Peter Pan’ and the 
stories very much, but I like the poems best of all. I am glad that you are having 
the sewing lessons again.—Audrey E. Eils, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have had you two years. I love all of you, espe- 
cially Blanche’s Corner, Young Authors, Puzzle Page, and the poems and 
letters. My sister and I read you from one end to the other, every time.—Mary 
L. Findling, Chesterfield, Ind. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like Wee Wisdom and ‘The Prayer of Faith” 
very much. I read them every night before I go to bed. I am going to try to 
make a feeding box for birds. When my little sister gets big enough, we will 
read Wee Wisdom to her.—Reginald Perrier, Berkeley, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. My mother had you sent to 
me to cheer me up, and you do. I like the Young Authors and the Bible Les- 
sons, the best. I am going to try to get a Peter Pan cap.—— Norman L. Warren, 
Los Gatos, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou can’t imagine how glad I am to see you each 
month. I love all of you so well, that I cannot tell which stories I like best. I 
had been longing and praying for a dog, and the other day I got one.—Betty 
Evans, Morsemere, N. J. 

Dear Unity—lI am so glad that I am to get Wee Wisdom for another year. 
I have two little neighbor girl friends, who will be glad to read it after I do.— 
Eunice Gustin, Waukesha, Wis. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI do not know how to tell you how much I like to 
— your stories and poems, and especially the letters. —Edith Martin, Roanoke, 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I think the drawings in Wee Wisdom are fine. I 
enjoy you more and more every day. I always read you all through.— 
Keturah Hopkins, Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you fine. I can’t tell which story I like best; 
I like them all. My mother and my sister take Weekly Unity.—Lucile V. 
Jones, Lynchburg, Va. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—I love all the pages in Wee Wisdom from first to 
last, especially the Bible Lessons and “‘Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks.”” My mother 
always reads the stories to me and tells me that they are very nice. I have 
learned to trust God for everything —Herman Blackman, Barbados, B. W. I. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—I have such wonderful things to tell you. I 
treated to find the separator key. It was found at once. I treated an old blind 
cow who had eye-scale, and she can see with one eye, and I know she'll see with 
the other, too, by apd by. I also healed our dog. I love the Truth.—Colin C. 
Plumstead, Rhodesia, S. A 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My little ‘sister and I enjoy reading you very much. 
We like the beautiful little stories and poems. We enjoy working out the puzzles 
very much, too. We find the magazine instructive and helpful in many ways. 
We look forward with pleasure to each month’s issue.—Claudine Morris, 
Porterville, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like the Puzzle Page, the Booster Club, the Magic 
Pillows, and the poem, ‘““The Fairies,”’ the best. Mother looked through the 
book, and she liked it very much, too.— Dorothy Price, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. Every time you come, I sit 

down and read you all through, right away. I liked ““The Little Gray House at 

the End of the Lane,” the best of all the stories you ever had, and now I like the 

Young Authors, the best.—ZJdalie Harris, Berkeley, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou are always attractive, but more so this month, ' 

February, on account of so many “hearts” on your cover. I am glad you are 

going to have more pages, for every page is full of many good things. How kind 


and good some persons must be, to spend many hours getting these pages full of _ 


goodness for our benefit. I am sure, Wee Wisdom, that I love you and wish 
you every success.—Gretchen L. G. Garvie, Perth Jct., N. B., Can. 

Dear Wee Wisdom— | receive you every month, and I am very fond of 
you. I like the Puzzle Page very much.—Jackie Durno, Belford, North ed, 
England. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—What a lovely Christmas present you have been! 
I wish every little boy and girl had the opportunity to read you. Do any of 
you Wees have your own individual mottoes? Mine is, “Me last,” and I am 
trying to live up to it— Bonita Reeder, Tacoma, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy you very much. I have received only two 
copies, but they have helped-me very much.—Ruth Schirmer, Gridley, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much, and each month I look 
forward to your coming. I like the Busy Sunbeams the best, because my dollies 
like new clothes—Alma Thomas, Long Island City, N. Y. 

My dear Wees—I just can’t help taking Wee Wisdom for another year, 
because it is so beautiful, so interesting, and so helpful. Each night it sends me 
to bed happy and full of glad tidings. Its many stories help me each day with 
my lessons at school and with my music lessons. I gave all of my last year’s 
books to the orphan’s home for Christmas. ‘‘Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks’’ are 
very interesting —MaBelle D. Ferguson, St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to be a good Truth boy. When I ran a nail 
into my foot, I said ““The Prayer of Faith,” and my foot never bothered me. 
We are taking Wee Wisdom so that I can learn how to be good. Mother 


takes Unity Magazine, and we are blessed more each day.—David Hesford, 
Denver, Colo. 


WeEEs WHo WIsH To CorRRESPOND WITH OTHER WEEs: 


Virginia Dunston, Pagoda, Colo.; Irene Stecker, 408 E. Fifty-fourth 
st., New York City; Ruth L. Tirman, 4 Broome st., Brooklyn, N. Y.; 
Elizabeth B. Mayo, Hyer, N. M.; Sarah Rankin, 416 Madison ave., 
Glencoe, Ill.; Catherine Collins, Medford, Ore.; Jennie G. Nobles, 2722 
First st., Norfolk, Va.; Agatha Smith, Fort Gibson, Okla.; Bobbie Karsch, 
111 E. Liberty st., Farmington, Mo.; Alice Smith and Walter Smith, RFD 
route 1, box 110, Lake George, N. Y.; Helen J. Briscoe, 1110 N. Third 


st., Superior, Wis.; Edward P. Davis, jr., 7 S. Thornton ave., Dalton, Ga.; ae | 


Margaret Boyer, 5021 Tioga ave., Govans, Baltimore, Md.; Helen L. 
Stine, RFD route 1, Burns, Kans.; Fern Stevens, Torrance, Calif.; 
Margaret Stentz, 749 N. Sixty-eighth st., Seattle, Wash.; Marguerite 
Warner, 3328 Vicksburg ave., Detroit, Mich.; Monetta Campfield, Ra- 
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cine, Minn.; Geraldine Croes, box 142, Bardonia, N. Y.; Rose W. Draper, 
1212 E. Twenty-eighth ave., Denver, Colo.; Florence Bliesner, 2607 
Union blvd., St. Louis, Mo.; Alice Pattee, 1324 Dewey ave., Perry, 
Iowa; Bonita Reeder, 1519 S. Twelfth st., Tacoma, Wash.; Keturah 
Hopkins, 4616 Welch Place, Los Angeles, Calif.; Edith Martin, Lebanon 
st., Roanoke, Ala.; Marjorie Wing, 564 Mass. ave., Boston, Mass.; 
Georgia Whiters, 308 Pearl st., Greenville, Mich.; Harriet H. Melka, 
2628 McNair ave., St. Louis, Mo.; N. L. Rice, 229 E. Victoria st., 
Santa Barbara, Calif.; Roberta Dilfill, 115 Pottawattamie ave., Tecum- 
seh, Mich.; Susie Price, 27 Clough st., Waycross, Ga.; Liler A. Lean- 
heart, 119 Buther st., Waycross, Ga.; Essie Lockett, RFD route 3, box 
82, Blackshear, Ga.; Beth Edwards, Deer Park, Wash.; Lois V. 
Whistler, Fulton, Ill.; M. Louise Evans, 1632 Linden ave., Baltimore, 
Md. 


New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLUB: 


Laura E. Harriss, Baltimore, Md.; Virginia Dunston, Pagoda, Colo. ; 
Mary V. Harriss, Baltimore, Md.; Dale Morrison, Vancouver, B. C., 
Can.; Margaret Stentz, Seattle, Wash.; Monetta Campfield, Racine, 
Minn.; Raymond and Dorothea Howell, Beatrice, Nebr.; Edward P. 
Davis, jr., Dalton, Ga.; Mildred Thornton, Willoughby, Ohio; Margaret 
Boyer, Govans, Baltimore, Md.; Jackie Durno, Belford North ed., Eng- 


land; Dorothy Price, Cincinnati, Ohio; Evelyn Corwith, Southampton, 
N. Y.; Martha J. Ross, Ripon, Calif.; Robert Short, Minneapolis, Minn. ; 
Robert C. Brown, Chicago, IIl.; Josephine C. Webb, Oklahoma City, 
Okla.; Roberta Dilfill, Tecumseh, Mich.; Carrie Doran, Brenham, Tex.; 
Mary L. Findling, Chesterfield, Ind.; Wayne Colburn and Grace Colburn, 
Alma, Mich.; Lillian Mason, San Jose, Calif.; Helen Mason, Kemmerer, 
Wyo.; the following members of the Smile Club of Los Angeles, Calif. : 
Bernice Damon, Doris Hayward, Rebecca Lindsey, Helen, Adela, and 
Doris Housen, Nadine Housley, Fanny, Ruth, and Parry Dyer, Katherine 
and George Frey, Katherine, Newton, and Kenneth James, Gerald and 
Raymond Robinson, Leslie Swanson, Kenneth Weaver, True Boardman; 
Harold Yeargain, Compton, Calif. 
Wees Wuo AsK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES: 

Catherine Collins, school work; Sarah Rankin, arithmetic, reading, 
and grammar; Evangeline Marble, arithmetic; Myrtle Thomason, success 
in finding lost article; Florence Bliesner, school work; Aurilla Lyons, school 
work; N. L. Rice, health; Keturah Hopkins, to find playmate; Herman 
Blackman, health; Betty Evans, health, and success in arithmetic and 
music; Emilie M. Eastman, harmony; Lois V. Whistler, health; Roberta 
Dilfill, health for mother; Texas Scott, health; Dorothea Mellen, school 


work, violin lessons, and soul development; Rowena Casnar, health. 
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VANITY 


OLIVE Berry (10 years) 
Kalispell, Mont. 


Once there was a little girl whose name was Susie Ann. She 
had beautiful black curls, and she was very vain. She spent a great 
deal of her time before the mirror, arranging her curls. She became 
so vain and proud, that the girls at school would not play with her. 

One day Susie Ann’s aunt sent her a little magazine called “Wee 
Wisdom.” She read it, and became so interested that she subscribed 
for the magazine. 

Susie Ann learned many things from the magazine. She became 
so pleasant and agreeable and such a good little girl, that all the girls 
at school played with her, and her little sister ran to meet her every 
night when she came home from school. Then the little girl who had 
been vain and proud, said, “How nice it is to read Wee Wisdom, 
and become as good and well liked as I am.” 


MARY'S SURPRISE 


FLORENCE MAE PRESTON 
Gorham, Kans. 


As Mary Day walked home from school, she was sad, yes indeed, 
for her Wee Wisdom had failed to come on the usual day. She 
always longed for the day of its arrival. 

At the side of her path stood a large hollow oak tree, large 
enough for a girl about Mary’s size to hide in. As Mary neared the 
tree, she thought she saw an object that looked like Wee Wisdom 
magazine. Nearer and nearer she came until she was almost in front 
of the tree. The magazine was thrust out almost in Mary’s face. 
The magazine had her name on it, and she was glad to see it, but 
puzzled to see it appear in such a queer way. She stood thinking, then 
went and looked in the hollow tree. What she found was a girl about 
her own age. 
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“Oh!” exclaimed the girl in a surprised tone, “I—I didn’t think 


you knew where the magazine came from.” 

Mary was so surprised that she was speechless. 

“You see,” the other girl went on to explain, “‘as you hurried 
home from the post office last evening, Wee Wisdom slipped from the 
other papers you had. I was coming around the corner, and by the 
time I got to the magazine you were too far away to call. Of course 
your name and address were on it, so I thought I would bring it over 
to you in the evening. No one was home and I didn’t want to leave 
it for fear the wind might blow it away, so I took it home with me. I 
saw you coming down the street just now, and I hid in this old tree, 
and—” here Sophia—for that was her name—stopped for breath. 

Mary, who had been silent, now exclaimed in a happy voice, 
“Oh! Sophia, how can I ever thank you!”” She hugged Sophia so 
tightly, that it almost made her cry, “Ouch!” 

“Do you like to read>”” Mary asked, as the girls walked down 
the street. 

“Oh! yes, very much.” 

“Then,” said Mary, “come over to my house this evening, and 
I will give you all my old Wee Wisdoms to read. They are lovely, 
for they teach many beautiful things.” 

That night as Sophia and Mary were sitting in rockers in front 
of the big fireplace, both resolved to be good Boosters, and the best of 
friends. they are. 


A WISE FARMER 


LouIsE TURNER 
Logan, W. Va. 


There is a farmer who is YY Y YY 
Enough to take his EEEEE. 

He studies nature with his IIIII, 
And thinks of what he CCCCC. 


THE TWIN FAIRIES 


RuHeEorA Davis (11 years) 
Chickasha, Okla. 


There are two beautiful fairies who are our dearest friends. They 
are always with us to help us in every way. Their names are Truth 
and Love. Truth guides us to do the right thing. Love shows us how 
to be kind and helpful to others. If we always do as these fairies tell 
us, we will always be happy and help to make others happy. 


WEE WISDOM 
HOW A DOLL SAVED A WAR 


There was great uneasiness in the fort, and the general was 
pacing up and down in his room, while he pondered what to do. The 
Apache Indians had broken from their reserve and were advancing, 
in full war paint, to the attack. 

It would be an easy matter for the little company in the fort to 
defeat the Indians, if there should be a fight. But the general’s orders 
were to avoid war, and yet to keep the Indians within their own 
bounds. As he paced about, he thought he heard the crying of a child. 

He went out and found a crowd: of soldiers gathered about a 
ne Indian papoose, who had evidently strayed from her 
tribe. 

The general himself picked up the frightened little mite in his 
arms, and took her to his own quarters for a comfortable meal. 

Hours passed. The general grew uneasy. He had expected the 
mother to come and claim the child. As it grew dark, the papoose 
grew restless, and finally broke out into the sobbing cry peculiar to the 
little Indians. 

“She misses her mother as much, I suppose, as though she were a 
white child,” said the general. ‘“‘I must find some way to comfort her.”’ 


One of the officers told him that his little girl in the fort had a 
doll. 


“The very thing,” said the general, and forthwith went in person 
to the officer’s little daughter to ask for the loan of the doll for a few 
hours. 

Generous little Mary, owner of the doll, when she heard of the 
crying little Indian child, insisted upon giving up the doll to the papoose 
to keep for her very own. 

Soon the general placed the beautiful doll in the little papoose’s 
arms. 

At once she stopped crying, and went quickly to sleep, with the 
precious dolly clasped closely to her heart. 

A week passed, and no mother appeared to claim the little strag- 
gler; but the child played happily with her new toy and did not seem 
to mind. 

Finally, it was decided to carry the little one back to the wigwams 
of her people, since they did not come for her. This they did. 

Next day, the Indian mother appeared at the fort with the doll 
in her arms, not believing it possible that the toy had really been given 
to her papoose. 

The soldiers were careful to treat her well, giving her a plentiful 
meal and some gifts, besides the doll, to take back to her people. 


{ 


32 WEE WISDOM 


This kindness on the soldiers’ part so touched the tribe that they 
gave up preparations for battle, and returned to the reserve without a 


struggle. The doll had saved a war.—T he Olive Leaf. 


THE POPPY-LAND EXPRESS 
The first train leaves at six p. m., 

For the land where the poppy blows. 
The mother dear is the engineer, 

And the passenger laughs and crows. 


The palace car is the mother’s arms; 
The whistle is a low, sweet strain. 


The passenger winks and nods and blinks 
And goes to sleep on the train. 


At eight p. m. the next train starts 
For the poppy-land afar. 

The summons clear falls on the ear, 
“All aboard for the sleeping car!” 


But, ““What is the fare to poppy-land? 
I hope it is not too dear.” 

The fare is this—a hug and a kiss, 
And it’s paid to the engineer. 


So I ask of Him who children took 
On his knee in kindness great; 

“Take charge, I pray, of the trains each day 
That leave at six and eight. 


‘Keep watch of passengers,” thus I pray, 
_ “For to me they are very dear; 
And special ward, O gracious Lord, 


O’er the gentle engineer.” 
—St. Louis Star. 
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“Chip-a-chee-chee-chee! You have come as close as I'l] let you. 
Chip-a-chee-chee-chee!” 

Little Johnny Wren was perched up on the top of his mansion, 
guarding it against all comers. He took on an air of importance and 
dignity, as he scolded Harry, who had come too close to his home to 
suithim. He had nothing to fear, because Harry was merely interested 
a and his housekeeping affairs, and had no intentions of harming 

Early that spring, Harry had built the little wren house, and 
fastened it securely to the side of the old shed. Soon after Johnny 
Wren and his mate arrived from the Southland, they moved in, and 


now they were watching expectantly the seven tiny spotted eggs in the 
nest. 


The following instructions, together with the illustrations, show 
how Johnny Wren’s home was built. 

If we start working immediately, we too can have a home all ready 
for a little family of wrens when they are ready to build. 

The house is to be made of ordinary boards one fourth of an inch 
thick, and then covered with small sticks, which will give it the effect 
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of a log cabin. | 

A saw and plane should be used to cut 
and smooth the boards down to the proper 
size, as shown in the diagram. 

Although the dimensions given are for 
material one fourth of an inch thick, wood of 
a different thickness may be used. ‘This, 
however, will make a slight difference in the 

length of the front and back pieces. 
1 | The other dimensions need not be 
changed. In case the house is made 
of material of a different width, the 
sides and bottom should be made 
first. After joining these, the entire 
length across the front should be 
measured, and the front and back 
pieces cut the same length. We real- 
ize that all of our readers may not 
be able to find wood of exactly the 
right thickness.near at hand, but if 
they follow these. directions, they 
should have no difficulty in making a 
first-class bird house of the material 
that they can find. 

To make an opening for the en- 
trance in the front board, place a sil- 
ver quarter so that the center is three 
and three fourth inches from either 
end, and two inches from the bottom. 
After drawing carefully around this, 
saw out the opening with a scroll 
saw. It will be necessary to bore a 
small hole in the center of the circle, 
—= in which to start the saw blade. 
The opening may be smoothed 
with a piece of sandpaper on a 
small round stick. A quarter 
inch hole should be made about 
one half inch below the en- 
trance, and a small stick se- 
curely fastened into this for a 
perch. Three holes, one quar- 
ter inch in diameter, should be 


34 
| SIDES | 
7 


WEE WISDOM 35 


made in each of the side boards, about one half inch from the top, for 
ventilation. 

After the box is assembled, it is to be covered with the small 
sticks. “These sticks may be obtained from nearly any large tree, but 
care should be taken not to harm the tree needlessly. Oftentimes a 
pile of old brush trimmed from near-by trees, will furnish twigs of jast 
the right size. In selecting the twigs, those of about the same size 
should be chosen. About one half inch in diameter is a good size 
to use. 

After cutting the sticks to the length of the boards to be covered, 
they should be fastened to the boards with small nails or brads. One 
at each end should be sufficient to hold them in place. If the sticks 
seem to be too large, they may be split down the center. Of course 
the ventilation holes must not be covered over. The top of the house 
may be painted or stained in a shade of green or brown, if desiree. 

When-completed, the house should be fastened to a shed, a tree, 
ora pole about eight or ten feet above the ground. If it is desired to 
place it on the side of a building, the top piece may be made three 
fourths of an inch narrower than the dimensions given in the diagram. 
If made this way, there will be no eaves, and it will be possible to nail 
it to the building easily. 

Those of you who made the bird feeding box described ‘in the 
February number, undoubtedly have already attracted a number of 
birds around your homes. This little wren house should attract another 
pair of feathered visitors which may not have visited your grounds as 
yet. 

By keeping fresh water in a shallow dish for the birds to bathe in, 
and by always being careful not to frighten them, your grounds should 
be a paradise for birds during the coming season. We are sure that 
you will be greatly repaid for your time, by the pleasure which these 
delightful little friends will bring you. 


7 
Q 


WEE WISDOM 


SFT + HH 


BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FRANCES W. FoULKS 


Dear Wee Girlies—These are good days to begin to sit on the 


porch in the sunshine. While we are basking in the sunshine, it is 
nice to have a bit of work to do, is it not? We are going to do some- 
thing very different this time from what we have been doing. We are 
going to learn to crochet! Maybe some of you have already learned to 
crochet. Perhaps some of you learned this very pattern. It is 
usually the first one for a beginner, and pretty soon I will tell you why. 
But even if you have made this edge, do a bit of it now “to get your 
hand in,” as the saying goes; for next month, we are going to learn a 
harder one. 

Your needs this time are simple—just a ball of crochet cotton 
number 40, and a crochet hook size 11. Perhaps Mother has both, 
and will let you use them. ‘This little edge is called “‘mile-a-minute.” 
Is not that a funny name? But it suits it, for after you learn how to 
make it, it seems that it grows that fast! It has a still funnier name, 
and I know you will laugh when I tell you that it is “*fool’s delight.” 
I guess some one who did not like to do hard things, gave it that name, 
because it is so easy to do. 

If you get a little discouraged when you are learning to make this 
little edge, think of those two names, and you will have to laugh. 

The fingers have a way of getting all tangled up with the hook 
and the cotton at first, but that is because crocheting is new to you. 
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Pretty soon—after you laugh at it—it will be so easy that you will 
make it very fast! 
Now for the crochet hook and cotton, and we are all ready. First, 

we will make a slipknot. See diagram number |. If you do not know 
how to make this, ask Brother. All boys 

know how to make a slipknot. Put your 

hook through the loop, and pull it up close to 

the hook, not too tight. This is the first stitch. 

Take the cotton up on your hook, and 

pull it through this first stitch. This makes 

one chain. . Take it up and pull it through 

again, -and you have made two chains. See 

diagram number 2. After this, in talking 

about chain, I will just write ch, for it is 

o shorter. Make eight more of these ch. Now 

Diagram IL you have ten ch made. Count back to the 

seventh ch*; throw the cotton over your hook, 
then put the hook right through the seventh ch, throw the cotton over 
again, and pull it through the ch. Now you have three loops on your 
hook, have you not? ‘Take the cotton up on the hook and pull it 
through two of the loops; 
take it up again and pull 
through the two on the 
hook. If you will look 
back a few lines, you will 
find a star*. All the 
work you have done after 
that*, is called a double 
crochet, and d c stands 
for it. Remember how 
to make it; for all of this 
lace is made of d c and 
ch, each in its right place. 

Next we make 2 ch, then we make another d c right in the same 
place as the other, then ch 2, another d c in the same place, ch 2 again 
anddc. There are 4 dc in that one little ch, and 2 ch between each 
of them. Now we will make 2 ch, then a d c in the very first ch we 
made on the hook. Then make 5 ch, and turn the lace over. This is 
what we call one row. 

Now we will make the second row. I wonder if you can find in 
diagram number 3, which is the picture of some “‘mile-a-minute” that 
I made for you, the place to make 4 of those d c with 2 ch between. 
Yes, it is right under the ch between the second and third d c, in the 
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middle hole. After these are made, make 5 ch and turn around to 
start on the third row. 

I know you can guess what this row is going to be. Yes, make 
4 dc with 2 ch between each, in that middle hole of the row which we 
have just finished. Then ch 2, and make | d c in the third of the 5 
ch which we made on turning around at the end of the first row. This 
keeps the top of the lace straight and even, so it will be nice to sew 


Diagram 3. 

to the cloth. The other edge, you see, is pointed or scalloped. Now 
I feel sure you can go right ahead, and will soon be making a “‘mile- 
a-minute” without any trouble. Each row is made just the same, 
except that at the top or straight edge, you make that extra 2 ch and 
d c before making the 5 ch and turning around: You can make this 
lace for your “‘pettis,”” and bodies, or maybe for some pillowcases for 
Mother. It is pretty made of colored cotton to use on gingham dresses. 
After you make enough to get used to it, you can try it in finer cotton. 
I know the Wees will make just miles and miles of this little edge dur- 
ing the sunshiny, showery days of April. 
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Thanks for the beautiful 
world; 
Thanks for the birds that 
sing 
Thanks for the food we eat; 
Thank God for everything. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying this 
prayer for them. ] 


God is my help in every need; 
God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 
All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 

God is my All, I know no fear, 

Since God and Love and Truth are here. 
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EASTER 


Every one loves the spring. When the birds come back; when the 
trees put out new, tender leaves; when the flowers smile at us from the 
early grass, almost as if colored stars had dropped down from the skies, 
life becomes very happy for us. We want to live out-of-doors. We 
want to breathe the sweetness of the fresh winds, and to take a part 
in the newness that has come to the earth. 

Easter, the happiest festival of the year, comes in the spring. 
The Easter which we celebrate is not altogether such a day as the 
earliest Easter times of the world 

Thousands of years ago, before Jesus Christ came to earth, the 
first Easter seasons were observed. Att that time, houses were not 
warmed and lighted so well as our houses are, and the people suffered 
more than we do from the freezing climate and long nights of winter. 
So they were glad to have the coldness and darkness of winter over, 
and were grateful for the coming of sunny, warm days. To show 
their joy at spring’s return, they played games and danced in the sun- 
shine, because for several months there would be pleasant weather. 

With us, Easter is the time for rejoicing in the resurrection of 
Jesus Christ. 

But the earliest Easter and our own Easter are not very far apart, 
in meaning. The principal difference is that we have more cause for 
rejoicing. We have the spring in all its beauty, just as the ancient 
peoples had. The spring means the resurrection of summer; of growth 
and plenty. Besides the spring, we have our Easter, which means the 
resurrection of our lives from sickness and all kinds of hurts. 

Christianity does not destroy any good thing. It finds the beauti- 
ful in all things, and gives the beautiful a place in everyday life. So 
into the ancient spring festival it puts a new, a fuller and a richer 
meaning. Instead of rejoicing only in the coming of summer, it makes 
us to rejoice because of God’s presence, and because of his Spirit 1 in 
us, which promises ’ eternal life. 

The coming of Jesus Christ into the world has made the whole 
year beautiful. But Easter is the best day of the year. It reminds 
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us that the life which God gives us is really his life, and that it will 


come forth in us with a brightness greater than a thousand suns, and 
purer than the whitest lily of the Easter day. 


HOW TO FIND EASTER 


Even the youngest knows by this time that Easter does not come 
on the same day of the month, year after year, like Christmas. Here 
is a rule which appeared in The Herald and Presbyter, for finding when 


Easter will come: 


“Thirty days hath September,” 
Every person can remember; 
But to know when Easters come, 
Puzzles even scholars, some. 


When March the twenty-first is past, 
Just watch the silvery moon; 


And when you see it full and round, 


Easter will be here soon. 


After the moon has reached its full, 
Then Easter will be here 
The very Sabbath after, 


In each and every year. 


And if it hap on Sabbath, 
The moon should reach its height, 
The Sabbath following this event 
Will be the Easter bright. 
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THE MYSTERIOUS INSCRIPTION 


The following is the translation of an Arabic inscription discov- 
ered in the temple of Persepolis. It can be read in such a way as to 
form four moral and useful maxims. 


tells knows tells knows 
covets sees covets sees 
says hears says hears 
spends has spends has 


for he all oo more 
who he than he 


GEOGRAPHICAL PUZZLE 


The following cities have girls’ names. What are they? 
A city in Illinois. 

A city in Georgia. 

A city in New Jersey. 

A city in Alabama. 

A city in Louisiana. 

A city in North Carolina. 

A city in Oklahoma. 

A city in Montana. 

A city in Pennsylvania. 


A city in Ohio. 


ANSWERS TO MARCH RIDDLES 


1. Co-nun-drums. 


2. The letter “E.” 
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Lesson 4, ApriL 23, 1922. 
UZZIAH’S PRIDE AND PUNISHMENT.—II Chronicles 26:1-21. 


GoLDEN TExT—Pride goeth before destruction, And a haughty spirit 
before a fall.—Proverbs 16:18. 

At the early age of sixteen, Uzziah succeeded to the throne of Judah, 
and here he reigned for fifty-two years. He was a bright young man, 
always on the alert to better conditions, and to help people generally. His 
father before him had done much for the army, but Uzziah brought it to a 
higher point of efficiency even than his father had. He purchased the best 
weapons known in those days, and also fortified Jerusalem against attack. 
All his success was due to the fact that he continually sought the help of God. 
But Uzziah, like many people of today, could not stand success without 
becoming what we call “puffed up.” God had appointed him to be a king, 
but after a time, he began to think that this office entitled him to do exactly 
as he pleased in all respects, without consideration for the rights of others. 
He entered the temple of God and took upon himself the office of a priest. 
This was not right, and the priests rebuked him, and asked him to leave the 
sanctuary. He became very angry, and when the priests looked closely at 
him again, they discovered that in that moment he had been stricken by 
leprosy. He had to be separated from his people for the rest of his life. Of 
course, you see the lesson in all this. God is willing to help us, and we must 
remember that our success is due to him, and not to our own efficiency en- 
tirely. We must not become “puffed up.” Every sin brings its own pun- 
ishment, just as Uzziah’s transgression brought the leprosy upon him. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell this story in your own way, and explain its meaning. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—!/t is not I but the Father 
within me, he doeth the works. 
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Lesson 5, Aprit 30, 1922. 
ISAIAH’S SUMMONS AND RESPONSE. —Isaiah 6: 1-13. 
GoLDEN TExT—Here am I; send me.—Isaiah 6:8. 


At the time of the death of Uzziah, the king, Isaiah had a wonderful 
vision of the Lord. He saw the Lord sitting high upon a-throne, and “his 
train filled the temple;” this means that the Lord is all and in all, and there 
is no room for anything else. Suddenly Isaiah realized the holiness of the 
Lord; indeed many times after this, Isaiah referred to him as “the Holy 
One of Israel.” While Isaiah was gazing upon this wonderful vision, he 
suddenly had an inner vision of himself, and realized how little he was 
fitted to do the work of the Lord. And he cried aloud that he could not do 
it, because he was a man of unclean lips. When Isaiah made this ac- 
knowledgment, the Lord touched his lips with a burning coal from the altar 
fire, and his lips were made clean for the service of God. All this took 
place in the vision, of course. Then God called Isaiah to come and take 
up his work, and Isaiah was ready. 

‘Questions for the Children to Answer 

What is it to be a man of unclean lips? To talk error of any kind. 

How would it make us feel to see a vision of the Lord? That we 
must be good and true and a fit person to carry on the work of the Lord. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—I behold the glory of 
God and I am transformed into his image and likeness. 


Lesson 6, May 7, 1922. 


ISAIAH’S IDEAL FOR A WORLD AT STRIFE.—Isaiah 2:2-4; 
11:1-9. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Come ye, and let us walk in the light of Jehovah. 
—Isaiah 2:5. 


Our lesson today has to do with another of Isaiah’s visions, and this 
vision was indeed very beautiful. It is a vision of the earth as it will be 
when Christ has come again into the hearts of his people.. There will be 
no more wars, for the justice of God will reign in the hearts of men. There 
will be no prisons and no houses of correction, for God's love will rule the 
hearts of his people and they will not know sin. There will be no poverty 
and no sickness, for we shall know God as the source of health and plenty— 
in fact there will be nothing manifest in the world that is not like unto God. 
And when will all this be? Just as soon as all people learn to open their 
hearts to the loving Christ. But until we learn that we cannot go on and on 
in our own strength, we shall have the trials and tribulations that now come 
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upon us. When we turn to the Father and show him our willingness to 
walk with him, he will send his Son to us, and with the coming of Christ 
will come all things beautiful and true. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

Where is Christ to come again? In the hearts of humanity. 

Tell in your own way what effect this will have upon man and the 
world. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—!/ pill walk in the light 
of Jehovah. 


Lesson 7, May 14, 1922. 
HEZEKIAH LEADS HIS PEOPLE BACK TO GOD.—II Chron- 


icles 30:1-27. 

GoLDEN TEXT—God is gracious and merciful, and will not turn away 
his face from you, if ye return unto him—II Chronicles 30:9. 

Hezekiah had the true missionary spirit. He saw what was the trouble 
with Israel, and he immediately wrote letters to all the people, telling them 
to observe the feast of the Passover, and to repent of their sins. He begged 
them not to follow in the footsteps of their fathers, who had refused to see 
and know God; he called these same fathers “stiff-necked’”’ because they 
would not heed the Lord. Do you know that the voice of Hezekiah 
has never been stilled in all these years, and he is still saying the same thing 
to people today? We do not call him Hezekiah now, but one of the names 
by which he is known is “conscience.” Have you never had something 
within you warn you that the thing which you intended doing was not right ? 
Have you never heard some one, though just whom, or what, you could not 
say, calling you to seek the counsel of God and to follow his wise and loving 
advice? If you have, you have heard Hezekiah. It may be only a voice 
telling us not to reply in a sharp or angry tone to a playmate, or it may tell 
us that there is some service which we can do for our mothers or for a friend 
in need—all this is turning again to God for it is serving him, and it is the 
voice of Hezekiah urging us to heed God. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What “people” does Hezekiah lead back to God today? Our own 
thought-people. 

How have they wandered away from God? In thinking sickness, 
poverty, inharmony, discord—anything that is not Godlike. 

Where is God’s kingdom, and how is it reached? In the heart. It 
is reached through prayer and meditation. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—/ turn again to God and 
follow him in all my ways. 
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APRIL AND ARCHITECTURE 


When we awoke this morning, the sun was warm and bright, and 
the birds in the old apple tree near the house, were discussing architec- 
ture. At least, I think it was architecture, for that is the subject which 
usually occupies the minds of birds at this time of year. That is to say, 
architecture and love. The two are really very closely related. For 
that matter, most subjects are the better for being discussed with love. 
But architecture—why, if Red Robin did not love his somber little 
mate, he would never take the trouble to find just the right sort of 
material with which to build his home. Awd if Mrs. Robin didn’t love 
baby birds, and want some of her own, do you think she would work 
so industriously, helping Mr. Robin to build a nest in which to rear 
them? What is true of Mr. and Mrs. Robin, is true of the Bluebird 
family and the Orioles, and all the other birds. 

If it were not for love there wouldn’t be any bird architecture 
at all, and that would be a pity. There is much beauty and delicate 
workmanship in bird homes. I think there is nothing more delicate and 
interesting in bird architecture, than the oriole’s nest. It is carefully 
built of the lightest sort of material, but woven closely and firmly, to 
protect the mother bird and her eggs. The prettiest thing about the 
oriole’s home is the way it is hung in the fork of a branch, so that the 
breeze rocks it to and fro like a cradle. Could such a happy arrange- 
ment come from anything but love? 

It isn’t only bird architecture that depends so much upon love. 
The very nicest homes that men have built—the ones that just reach 
out and draw you in, and make you welcome—these have all been 
planned and built with love. The kind that haven’t, seem rather dead; 
and dead architecture does not seem to me to be very interesting. 

But to the birds, who are going about it in the right way, the 
subject of nest building is most important. They discussed it this 
morning, in the apple tree, so energetically that we began to feel ener- 
getic too, and decided to go for a long walk in the sunshine. But April 
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is full of mischief and changes. Before we had gone more than a mile, 
clouds hid the sun and down came a soft spring rain. We didn’t mind, 
for though April likes a joke, she is kind, and her soft raindrops are like 
warm kisses. They make one want to stretch and to grow along with 
the grass and the flowers. In another hour, the sun had come out again, 
and before we got home our clothing was dry. 

That is April, and that is life. Not dull or monotonous, but full 
of interesting changes—and we find good in all of them if we look for it. 


HOW THEY GOT A HOLIDAY 


[This little story will help us to remember that thoughts have great in- 


fluence, and that we must always think thoughts of health for every one.—T he 
Editor.]} 


Some schoolboys, who had failed to obtain a coveted holiday, 
thought of a plan for getting the schoolmaster out of the way. 

“If we could only get him to think he is ill,”’ said the eldest of 
them, “he would be ill’-—which was perfectly true. So they arranged 
that, as they entered the school next day, each one should say to the 
master: ‘‘Good morning, sir! I am sorry to see you looking so ill.” 

The schoolmaster replied, “I]]> I’m sure I don’t feel ill.” 

But when others made the same remark, after a little he shut his 
book, and said he would return home. 

So the boys got their holiday. But the next morning they found 
nobody at the school. 


“*The master must be really ill,” said the boys. ““We would bet- 
ter inquire.” 


On the way, they met a man, who told them that the schoolmaster 
lay tossing on his bed, in a fever. 

“Follow me,” said the eldest boy, “‘and do as I do.” 

He led them into the sick-room, and, going up to the master, said: 
“Good morning, sir! You are looking quite yourself again.” 

“Am 1>”’ said the schoolmaster. “I was feeling very ill.” 

“Oh, no,” said the boys. “You are nearly well again. You 
ought to get up and take a walk.” 

“Perhaps you are right,” said the sick man. He got up, and in 
a few hours had quite recovered.—T he Book of Knowledge. 
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You know how happy it 

makes you when Auntie or 

Uncle comes to pay you a 

visit. Well, Ned, Trixie, 

and Baby Grace are de- 

lighted when their aunt 

comes to stay with them 

awhile. For Aunt Joy can 

tell the best stories; and little 

Grace learns from her not 

to be afraid in the dark. 

As the children gather about 

Aunt Joy daily, she explains 

about the tiny seeds—how 

God puts the little know into 

them which makes them 

grow; and she tells them 

things about heaven, the 

Baby Grace angels, and the great white 
_throne which they had never heard of or thought of before. 

Every page of the story is full of interesting things about 
Mamma and Papa, the neighbor children, and different visit- 
ing friends of the family. 

One of the Wees who belongs to a Unity household, 
makes her father or mother read over and over to her some 
of the chapters which she likes best. Of course, older children 
enjoy reading this fascinating story for themselves. They 
say that it helps them in their games and studies. 

When you get “Wee Wisdom’s Way,” you can share 
your pleasure with the whole family, because people of all 
ages enjoy the story, from tiny tots to grandmothers. 

A very fine edition with beautiful pictures, is $1.50;° 
paper, 75 cents. 
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Oh! I am a magician bold! 

I change the earth, all brown and 
cold; 

At first, I send a shower or two, 

And then I let the sun shine 
through. 

Where yesterday ‘twas dull and 
bare, 

Today, with grass it’s green and 
fair. 

You see it on your way to school. 

I laugh and whisper: “April 
fool.” 
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Like jolly sunbeams 
In my mind, 
Bright thoughts chase 


clouds 


Away, I| find. 


And then, be- 
cause I'm 

Well and gay, 

I help my friends 

Clear clouds 


away. 


Then soft and sweet 


As April shower, Be 
Peace thoughts will \ 
guard 
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Each sleeping hour. 
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